SEVEN    GODS                        253

tiny figures smile at me out of a lost world.

I gave a few pounds for this netsuke, and nobody,
not even the most cynical expert, with his quotations
of what such things cost by the gross f.o.b. Yokohama,
can convince me that I paid too much, for already I
have had more than my money's worth.  During the
short time we have been together, this thing has done
what many elaborate entertainment syndicates have
failed to do, it has raised my spirits. I am a member
of the contemporary English middle classes, a family
man with a precarious trade and a bourgeois con-
science, and I live in a sad mist of taxes and toxins.
It may be life or it may be liver (I love the sweet
course), but the fact remains that my spirits frequently
need raising. And again and again, already, this little
piece of Japanese carving has done the trick, I was
attracted to it first, when I caught sight of it on a shelf
filled with such things, because the largest figure, the
one on the right who is holding five others in a sort of
bag, reminded me of Shakespeare.   If our William,
instead of dying in Stratford, had quietly sneaked off
to Cathay and finally spent about fifteen years in
Japan, he would have looked like this. His beard has
grown; his nose has been somewhat flattened; his eyes
have narrowed (though he is laughing, not foolishly,
but out of the wisdom of vast experience); but other-
wise it is the poet himself. He caught my eye at once,
and when I had examined him and looked over the
other six figures, no more than an inch high and yet
crammed with character, the dealer came across to